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Summary: This is a sequel to "The Snow Storm." Caroline Dutton is 
talked into going to New Orleans for Mardi Gras, even though Elijah 
had warned her not to go there because the city was dangerous with 
vampires. Elijah, Klaus. 


1 . Chapter 1 
NOT NEW ORLEANS 

_A/N This is a sequel to The Snow Storm. I didn't intend to write 
more about Caroline Dutton and her fascination with Elijah, but here 
it is._ 

Disclaimer: The Vampire Diaries does not belong to me. Original 
characters, such as Caroline D., are mine. 

"You have to come with me to New Orleans, Caroline! Please say you 
will . " 

Caroline Dutton looked at her good friend Anita with surprise. "I 
can't just up and go to New Orleans." 

"Why not? You aren't taking any classes right now. You aren't 
working. If it's money you're worried about, we can drive, but then 
we have to go tomorrow morning early." 

"Tomorrow morning? Why?" This spur of the moment decision did not sit 
well with the young woman. 

"I already have the hotel room reserved for tomorrow night. I've paid 
for the first night already. I know I'm springing this on you, but I 
was going to go with Wanda and she hurt her back. I don't have the 
nerve to go there by myself. Please say you'll go with me. Come on! 

It ' s Mardi Gras ! " 



"I've always wanted to go to Mardi Gras," Caroline admitted. 

Uncertain what to do, she pressed her fingers against her temples and 
then ran them up through her blonde hair. Her hesitation was not 
based on lack of free time or the expense of the trip, but rather on 
a warning someone had given her. "Do not go to New Orleans, Caroline. 
It's more dangerous than Mystic Falls," he had said, or something of 
that sort . 

Due to ice and snow, she had spent a weekend with Elijah Mikaelson, 
an Original vampire. She had been taking a course at the Mystic Falls 
Community College, studying the supernatural. Well, she knew a whole 
lot more about vampires than she had ever hoped to learn. In 
addition, she had actually been intimate with that one vampire, and 
more than once. It had been a most unusual and sometimes frightening 
weekend . 

She could not help but think about Elijah a€" handsome, cultured and 
darn good in bed, except for the fact that he had raked his fangs 
along her shoulder and licked her blood. That part of sex with a 
vampire was not so good. He had been in the small town to check on 
the status of his brother's mansion, but at present, the Mikaelsons 
were in New Orleans. Nevertheless, he had urged Caroline to leave 
Mystic Falls and to never go to New Orleans, another haven for 
vampires . 

She had expected never to see the Original again nor to go to Mardi 
Gras in New Orleans, but now the opportunity was presenting itself. 
Anita needed a travel companion, and likely someone to share the 
expenses, so Caroline was sorely tempted. The French Quarter would be 
swarming with people and it seemed unlikely the vampires would be out 
and about except late at night. What were her chances of ever 
spotting Elijah? Probably very slim. She didn't even know where he 
lived and she didn't have his phone number. 

"All right, Anita." 

The young woman with the curly, red hair and freckles all over her 
face jumped up and down with relief and joy. "Yes! We'll have a 
blast!" she cried. 

"Let's see if I can get on the flight you have a ticket for," 

Caroline said, taking out her cell phone. She soon learned that she 
could not get any flight to New Orleans, except in the early morning 
hours, long after Anita's flight reached the city. 

"What about Wanda's ticket?" Caroline wondered. 

"She lives ninety miles from here. That's almost two hundred miles 
over and back." 

"Oh. I've had some trouble with my car since driving back from Mystic 
Falls, but I guess I could do it." It was already evening and 
Caroline didn't really want to make the drive. 

"No. Let's just drive to New Orleans," the redhead said. "It's about 
an eleven-hour drive and we can share the driving. My car is in good 
shape for a road trip. Go pack. Get your credit card ready! Get some 
cash ! " 


Caroline had to laugh at her friend's enthusiasm. Anita was a fun 



person and her happiness was beginning to ignite Caroline's own 
excitement. New Orleans! Mardi Gras! Elijah! 


So, the next morning, after an early breakfast at Anita's apartment, 
the two set off for the city on the Mississippi River, down near the 
Gulf of Mexico. They had no trouble on the trip, stopping briefly now 
and then for restroom breaks, a fast food lunch, gas for the car and 
a change of drivers. 

The spring evening had arrived as they approached the city, Anita was 
driving and Caroline was navigating with a map on her lap. Traffic 
was heavy and the city had some one-way streets, but they were able 
to find the hotel. It was not in the French Quarter, but was in the 
downtown area, barely a block off the wide Canal Street. They gave 
the car to a valet, while they took their luggage into the 
lobby . 

The building was old, but had been nicely remodeled. Their room was 
good enough, although not big or fancy, with two queen sized beds and 
a decent bathroom. Their window looked out at a side street with 
another hotel across the way. 

"New Orleans! We're here!" Anita laughed, waving her arms 
around . 

"That we are," Caroline said with a chuckle. She could hear loud 
laughter from down in the street and suspected that the nights were 
not going to be at all quiet. And somewhere in this city, perhaps no 
more than a mile or two away, there was Elijah. She refused to 
consider that he might not be in town right now at all. 

"We need to find a place to eat. I'm hungry," she said. 

"Me, too." 

Even though they knew the city was famous for its restaurants, they 
ended up eating at another fast food place located in the fancy 
casino down the street toward the river. They were too hungry to try 
to make reservations that might have them eating an expensive dinner 
very late in the evening. 

After spending some time in the casino and loosing multiple coins in 
the slot machines, they went outside, crossed Canal Street, and 
ventured into the French Quarter. There were a lot of people about, 
but they were blocks from the famous Bourbon Street. Soon, they found 
their way to that street, which was blocked to vehicular traffic so 
that it was crawling with people a€" loud, happy and drunk 
people . 

"Watch out for your purse," Anita warned. "You don't want it to be 
snatched away, money and credit cards and all." She clutched her own 
to her chest. 

Caroline put the shoulder strap of her bag over her head to the other 
shoulder. The chances of Elijah coming to her rescue here were 
extremely remote. He had saved her in Mystic Falls about three months 
ago when her car had slid off the icy road and into a shallow ditch. 
Unfortunately a€" or fortunately a€" his vehicle had also slid off 
the road and down an slope. She had received a minor injury and he 
had talked her into sipping his blood to heal the cut. She had 



actually taken in vampire blood! 


The two young women made their way here and there, watching the 
motley crowd, looking in shop or restaurant windows, listening to the 
jazz or Dixieland music emanating from the open doors of bars. It was 
all very fascinating to two young ladies from smaller, quieter 
towns . 

They roamed to other streets, stopped briefly for a drink in one of 
the bars and listened to a small jazz band. They also gawked at the 
buildings. The French Quarter, the original center of the original 
city, still had many old buildings, kept up and renovated. But it was 
the wrought iron galleries or balconies that drew so much attention 
from tourists. Ornate and hung with potted plants, these "porches" 
ran across the front of many buildings, even going around the 
corners. They were frequently one above the other, since the 
buildings were often three stories tall. 

Caroline found herself standing in the flow of people and studying 
the various ornate iron designs. "I want to come back in the morning 
so I can see all this better," she said to her companion. "I want to 
take pictures of this." 

"You can get up early, but I'm going to sleep late. We just need to 
be up in time to get to a parade," Anita said. "I'm ready to go back 
to the hotel. Are you?" 

"Yes, I guess I am." She looked at the building across the street. 
Like many others in the Quarter, a passageway led from the sidewalk 
to an inner courtyard. Some were open to the public, but many were 
private, the "yard" of the surrounding building. Some were large, 
some small and narrow. Gates could close off the passageways. 

Above the ground floor of the house across the street were two more 
floors, the ornate iron galleries fronting them. Caroline studied 
each, noting lighted windows or French doors. What would it be like 
to live in one of those places? How modern were the interiors? Her 
eyes finally noted a man and a woman standing at the railing of the 
top gallery. They were silhouetted against a window behind them, but 
something about the man made Caroling catch her breath. Elijah! No, 
unlikely. Just a man with the Qriginal ' s build. She wished she could 
see his face, but it was dark in the night and with the light behind 
him. Still, she stared up at him. Was he looking down at her? 

"What are you looking at?" Anita asked. 

"Just the couple standing up there, " Caroline said, glancing at her 
friend. When she looked upward again, the two had gone 
inside . 

"Where? " 

"Qh, they've gone. I wonder what it's like to live in one of these 
places . " 

"Expensive," Anita assured her. 

They slowly made their way back to Canal Street and to the side 
street where their hotel stood. Caroline kept thinking about the man. 
Could it be Elijah? If so, who was the woman with him? His present 



love? His time in Mystic Falls had been brief. His time with Caroline 
had been just one of those weekend things away from home. He had not 
mentioned a girlfriend, but he likely had one. The thought made 
Caroline feel a little twinge of jealousy, and that made her laugh at 
herself . 

"What's so funny?" 

"Nothing really." 

Back in the French Quarter, Elijah was in the residence he shared 
with his brothers Klaus and Kol and his sister Freya. He and his 
sister had been standing on the gallery, looking down at the people 
moving about, not as many as on Bourbon Street, but still quite a 
few. He didn't like the throng of people Mardi Gras attracted, but 
vampires in general loved it. So many vulnerable, walking meals! For 
the most part, the vampires took blood, but did not maim or kill, 
leaving the humans a bit confused about marks on their necks. It 
wasn't good for business to leave a lot of bodies lying about. 

He had spotted the red-haired woman first because she was standing 
close to one of the street lamps which made her hair glow. Then he 
had looked at the blonde woman beside her. He felt a moment of shock. 
Caroline? No, surely she would not be in his city, especially after 
he had warned her about the danger. And yet, the woman looked like 
the one he had spent some unexpected time with in Mystic Falls. Then 
again, within the flood of humans presently in the city, there were 
probably any number who resembled Caroline Dutton. Not curious enough 
to go down to the street to check things out, he turned back to enter 
the house through the French doors. Freya followed, not realizing 
anything had captured her brother's attention. 

_A/N Will Caroline and Elijah run into each other again? I'll have to 
work out how that could happen in a place so crowded with revelers. 


2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter 2 

Elijah's life was in a dangerous mess. In fact, the lives of his 
siblings and closest friends were in serious danger as well. When 
someone becomes more powerful than the Original Mikaelsons, disaster 
looms on the horizon, and that someone was Lucien. In addition, a 
group of witches had risen in power. A prophecy said three family 
members would die. Already Elijah's resurrected brother Einn was 
really dead. Rebekah was daggered and hidden away. Klaus was now 
disconnected from all those who were of his sire line, so that no one 
feared his death. In fact, he was in danger of being killed by his 
"descendants," most notably Lucien. Ereya was threatened because of 
her ability to do strong magic against their enemies. Kol, always 
wild and dangerous, was under someone's influence and wilder than 
before, despite his love of the witch Davina. If the prophecy came 
true, who would be next? 

As for Elijah, he barely knew where he stood in the mess. His sire 
line connection was still intact, so that his descendants wanted to 
protect him, one way or another. Nevertheless, his enemies wanted him 
dead, especially Lucien, and also Lucien' s love Aurora. In one-on-one 



combat, Elijah was unable to defeat the arrogant man, and that was 
most disconcert ing . Lucien had battered Elijah and thrown him about. 
Even now, Elijah was still sore, although damage done during the 
fight had healed. Klaus' encounter with Aurora had been different, 
but just as discouraging. 

Despite all the weight of this hanging over his head, Elijah found 
himself thinking about Caroline Dutton and the possible chance that 
she was now in New Orleans. He had mixed feelings about that. He had 
enjoyed her company for that weekend, but it was just a fling. He had 
never expected to see her again and he had warned her that New 
Orleans was dangerous with supernatural beings. He knew she had moved 
away from her temporary residence in Mystic Ealls and had gone home 
to a safer town. 

Was she really now in the "Crescent City" that hugged the S-curves of 
the Mississippi River? Was it just that she was with someone who 
wanted to experience Mardi Gras? Or had she come looking for him 
despite his warning. His thoughts were interrupted by Ereya's 
speaking . 

"Where are you going?" 

"To my room for a less noise, " he answered. 

"Did you know this is my first Mardi Gras?" 

"No. I had not realized that. Go out and enjoy yourself. Tomorrow, if 
you would like, I will go with you to see one of the parades." 

"I would like that," the young woman said, nodding. Although she was 
not a vampire who did not age, she had aged only a few years over the 
centuries because of a spell that kept her asleep and unchanging for 
very long periods. This last time when she had woken she had become 
free of the spell. In addition, she was now reunited with her family, 
except for her parents and Einn, who had been the only sibling she 
had known as a child. As a result of her strange background, she, the 
first-born, actually looked younger than Elijah. 

This fact was something he thought of almost every time he looked at 
her. His older sister, who he thought had died in childhood, was here 
and appeared younger than himself. Even Niklaus had commented on the 
strange situation. 

But tonight Elijah's thoughts were drawn to Caroline, whether he 
wanted to think of her or not. He stayed in his room for about thirty 
minutes, trying to read a book, but he finally gave up. Dressed in 
one of his usual suites, he went down from the third floor to the 
courtyard and headed for the passageway out to the sidewalk. The gate 
was closed, but he opened it, stepped through, and closed it behind 
him. As he walked along the sidewalk in the direction of Downtown and 
it's tall buildings, many humans moved past him. His eyes scanned 
them, careful to look at as many people as he could and he sniffed 
the air, hoping to catch a whiff of the perfume he knew Caroline 
sometimes wore. 

Elijah was not entirely alone in the crowd. Some of his descendants 
were following him, watching out for him, fearful something might 
happen to him. If he died, so did they, and they were not ready to 
go. They were not happy that he resisted their attempts to keep him 



from all potential harm. They certainly had not kept him from being 
beaten by Lucien, who was the first of Klaus' sire line and now free 
of that. 

Elijah knew his chances of finding the blonde woman and her redheaded 
companion were remote. They could be anywhere. They might be in a bar 
or they might have returned to their hotel. Even if he spotted them, 
he might find that the woman was not Caroline, which would ease his 
concern. If he spotted them and the woman really was Caroline, what 
would he do? He wasn't sure. 

Eventually, he gave up and made his way back to the house. He found 
Klaus pacing around in the courtyard. 

"Where were you?" the younger brother asked in an annoyed 
tone . 

"Just walking about. Why? Has something happened?" 

"No. But how was I to know you were safe?" 

"We both have cell phones. You could have called," Elijah said, 
stating the obvious. 

"I dropped mine from up there," Klaus said, jerking his head upward. 
"It seems to have stopped functioning." 

"It is not the only phone around," Elijah pointed out. "Have you fed 
tonight?" He did not mean regular food, which all the Mikaelsons were 
able to eat and enjoy. He knew Klaus did not regularly take in fresh 
blood, but recently it had been necessary to heal injuries. The same 
was true of Elijah himself. These were trying times. 

"No, " the blond man said. 

Elijah could still see the faint bruises on his brother's wrists from 
when Aurora had chained him up. Always full of nervous energy, Klaus 
was more so now due to the recent situation. It added to the anxiety 
that Elijah himself felt, although he held his emotions in check, 
hidden . 

"Then let us go out and find some nourishment. I could use some 
also." He had had plenty of opportunities to feed while walking 
around, but he had been more interested in looking for Caroline. His 
brother now agreed to go out and hunt. Because of the number of 
people about in the late hour and because there were dark corners 
here and there, it was not difficult to compel a couple of people to 
submit to a neck bite. Both Originals were careful not to rip neck 
flesh or to take too much blood. They licked the wounded skin clean 
and wiped around their own mouths and then left the victims somewhat 
dazed, but barely harmed. It did not take much blood to satisfy and 
strengthen an Original. Afterward, the brothers returned to the 
compound, their house. 

The next morning Caroline was up early. She made no attempt to wake 
Anita, who was snoring in the other bed, and who would probably sleep 
late. The blonde woman wrote a note on the hotel stationary and left 
if by the house phone on the desk. It told Anita that she had gone 
out for a nice morning walk and to "Call me when you get 



Leaving the hotel after a quick cup of coffee in the lobby's 
breakfast room, she went out to the sidewalk. The air was a bit 
chilly, but she had on her jacket. The risen sun did not shine on the 
side street, but as soon as she reached Canal Street it was bright. 
She eyed the streetcar as it rattled by on its tracks and she watched 
as it stopped near the casino and the entrance to the ferry to begin 
its return trip up the wide street. At one time Canal Street was 
touted as the widest mainstreet in the country, she had read. Was it 
still ? 

She wanted to go to the area of the French Quarter where the old St. 
Louis Cathedral stood facing the riverfront across Jackson Square. 
Besides Mardi Gras and Bourbon Street, it was the other big tourist 
draw. So, she made her way into the Quarter, but closer to the river. 
It was amazing to walk along with almost no one on the streets. There 
were delivery trucks and a few cars and people sweeping sidewalks of 
tourist trash. 

She found the cathedral and its historic adjacent buildings. She 
walked into Jackson Square, looked at the statue and then made her 
way out the other side and to the raised area to looked in all 
directions, including the nearby river. Dull brown, it was wide, and 
a line of barges slowly moved downriver toward the left pushed by a 
tow boat, much like a tug boat. Words from some old song came to 
Caroline's mind a€" "Mighty Mississippi, roll along." She knew that 
the river and its tributaries drained half the country. A mighty 
river, indeed. 

Nearby was the famous CafA© du Monde where she could get coffee and 
the little fried pastries called beignets. Caroline definitely wanted 
to try them, and besides, she was hungry. She turned to go down the 
steps and found herself facing Elijah, just coming up the stairs. Her 
heart skipped a beat or two as she halted. _Oh my God, here he is and 
he looks so damned good!_ she thought. 

"How did you find me"? she stammered, amazed that they were actually 
meeting . 

"I was not looking to find you here," he said, as surprised as she 
was. "I often come here early just to watch the river and to enjoy 
some peace and quiet. What are you doing in New Orleans, Caroline?" 

He wanted to give her a hug, but he was still annoyed that she was 
here when he had warned her not to come. In addition, she was wearing 
that perfume that reminded him of someone else. It was 
disturbing . 

"I was talked into it by a friend who already had planned to see 
Mardi Gras," she said, not sure it was a very good excuse. "I almost 
didn't come, not after you had warned me not to." 

"I wish you had not come, but on the other hand, it is good to see 
you again . " 

"I was just heading over to get some coffee and some of those 
beignets. I'll leave you to enjoy some alone time." She didn't want 
to leave him, but neither did she want to force her company on him. 
She remembered that he had been with a woman when she had seen him 
the evening before a€" if indeed it had been him. She started to move 
past him. 



"May I accompany you?" he asked politely. He knew he should just let 
her go. It was not good to have someone see her with him. Spies and 
enemies lurked all around, he felt. That put her in danger, just as 
she had been in danger being with him in Mystic Falls. 

"Yes, of course, " she said, trying not to look too pleased. She 
wanted to loop her arm around his, but she knew that was being too 
forward. She headed down the steps and heard his footsteps right 
behind her. _Yes ! Yes! Come with me._ 

They found seats at one of the small tables and ordered coffee and 
one serving of the beignets. Elijah rarely ate one of the sugared 
sweets, but he enjoyed watching her try to eat them without getting 
powdered sugar all over herself. 

"Ah, what a mess I'm making!" she said trying to wipe the white stuff 
from her blouse using a paper napkin. 

Elijah gave one of his rare chuckles and a grin. He wanted to lean 
across the little table and lick the sugar from her lips and chin, 
but he resisted. "You notice that I did not try to eat any. I would 
have sugar on my suit, I am sure." 

Caroline eyed his neat clothes. Were if not for the fact that she had 
already seen him a bloody mess, she would have thought he was always 
neat and clean, fastidious, even. In addition, when she looked into 
his dark eyes, she also recalled what he looked like in the 
buff . 

She was not the only one who recalled such a scene. He looked into 
her smiling eyes and he recalled just how nice her nude body was and 
how it felt when they were intimate in bed. He felt the slightest 
stirring in his groin, but willed it away. 

"Caroline, I had one man trying to get to me in Mystic Ealls. Here 
there are many. It is dangerous for you to be seen with me." 

"No one knows me here," she pointed out. "Who would notice us?" There 
were quite a few people in the place since the coffee and pastries 
were a delicious breakfast, although not particularly nutritious. 

"I am often followed and under observation," he told her. 

"Why?" 

"I have enemies here, as I said. And I have descendants who worry 
about my survival here. There are witches and werewolves who do not 
like me or my siblings. There is competition among 
vampires . " 

Caroling looked around. She saw no one lurking suspiciously. No one 
who did not look like a normal human being. But then again, Elijah 
looked like a normal human, as had the Salvatore brothers whom she 
had met in Mystic Ealls. 

"I suppose I would not know a werewolf if I fell over one," she 
said . 


"Not in his human form, no. 



"Is there one here now?" 


Elijah looked around slowly, just scanning the customers until his 
eyes rested on one man. "Yes, there is a hybrid." 

_A/N So, Elijah and Caroline have run into each other again. Does it 
really mean anything? Is she in danger from his enemies, including a 
nearby werewold?_ 


3 . Chapter 3 
Chapter 3 

Hearing that there was a hybrid vampire close by, Caroline barely 
managed to resist turning and gawking at everyone nearby, but she was 
sorely tempted. Who was Elijah looking at? 

"Really? How do you know? I mean, is it that obvious? Can you point 
him out? Or her?" 

"No need, love," said a male voice behind her. 

She gave a start of surprise and looked up to see a good-looking 
fellow with dark blond hair; light, short whiskers; green eyes and a 
wide grin. His tee shirt, jeans and jacket were very casual, but 
probably not cheap. Without being invited, he pulled up another chair 
and sat down. 

"Caroline, my brother Niklaus. Niklaus, Caroline. The lady I met in 
Mystic Ealls." Elijah was slightly annoyed at his brother for this 
interruption, but his tone did not betray that. 

"Ah, but not the Caroline I had my eye on a couple of years ago. 
Please, milady, call me Klaus." 

His voice was pleasant and his expression open and interested with a 
twinkle in his eyes. And yet Caroline recalled that Elijah had said 
his brother was dangerous. And he was half werewolf by birth. The 
hybrid. He and Elijah must be half-brothers. 

"Nice to meet you, Klaus," she said pleasantly. Just looking at him, 
one would never guess what lurked in his genes. Or in his jeans. What 
did a half-werewolf have there? How quick was he to jump into a 
woman's bed? Did he turn into a wolf? Surely not. Not that she wanted 
to find out. It was just a touch of curiosity. Erom Mystic Ealls, 
Elijah had reported the dangerous activity to Klaus, she knew, but 
had he also told of their intimacy? He did not seem to be the type to 
kiss and tell. "Elijah mentioned that he had several 
siblings . " 

"Yes, we do. And speaking of siblings, I have been looking for our 
brother Kol. Have you seen him this morning, brother?" 

"No, but I was not looking for him. Does he not answer his 
phone? " 

"No . " 



"Have you checked with Davina? He could be at her place. He could 
have his phone turned off." 

"Of course I talked to her. He's not with her. I'm worried Lucien 
might have him." 

"Let us hope not," Elijah said with concern. "Kol has seemed rather 
anxious lately. Considering what is going on here, perhaps he has 
left town . " 

"Without telling us or Davina? That seems unlikely, " Klaus said. 

"I'll put out the word that we want to know where he is." He stood up 
and added, "Nice meeting you. Miss Caroline." He then hurried 
away . 

"I take it this Lucien fellow is one of your enemies," the young lady 
said . 

"A vampire and a powerful one," Elijah said, nodding. 

"Could he have done something to your brother Kol?" 

"I do hope not. Lucien caused Einn's death. He has a deadly 
bite . " 

"I thought all of you have deadly bites." 

"It's not the same. Werewolves have venom in their saliva that is 
deadly to vampires. Up until now, Niklaus ' blood was a cure, but 
Lucien has a stronger venom. At present, there is no cure." 

"So, you don't want him biting any of your family. What are you going 
to do about him?" It occurred to Caroline that everything, no matter 
how strong or seemingly invincible, had a weakness somewhere, some 
kind of deadly enemy. Immortality was not totally immortal. 

"We have been working on different possible solutions, " Elijah 
said . 

"That's good," Caroline said, glancing at her wristwatch. "Anita 
probably is not up yet. It's likely she'll phone when she arises and 
finds me gone. I probably should head back to the hotel." 

"Where are you staying?" Elijah asked, not wanting to lose track of 
her. He also did not ask for her phone number, since he did not want 
her to think he was considering getting together again. The idea of 
sex with her did cross his mind, but he kept that to 
himself . 

Caroline told him where she and Anita were staying. She wondered if 
he would ask her out as he had in Mystic Ealls, but so far, he said 
nothing of that sort. However, his next question somewhat surprised 
her . 

"Would you like to see our house?" Elijah asked. Despite the fact 
that it might put Caroline in danger, and it also might lead to 
problems if she knew where he lived, he was not ready to walk away 
from her. He was still in love with Haley, but she was not being 
receptive. She was still grieving for the loss of her husband. At 
least she was fighting on the side of the Mikaelsons. 



Caroline did want to see the house, but she was a bit reluctant to 
get seriously involved with Elijah again. Was one of the room he 
wanted to show her his bedroom? Did he have intimacy in mind? Did she 
want that? The answer was both yes and no. 

Perhaps guessing at her thoughts as she hesitated, he said, "I do not 
have any ulterior motives for asking you to visit the house. It is an 
old place, nicely modernized, but still authentic. I thought you 
might find it interesting." 

Feeling slightly embarrassed, she said, "Yes, I would like to see 

it . " 

They made their way away from the river and deeper into the Quarter. 
She found that he did not live on Bourbon Street, but close to it. 
When they neared the place, she was sure it was the house where she 
had thought the man on the balcony was he. 

"Were you standing up there last night with a woman?" she asked. 

"At one point, yes. With my sister. I thought I saw you, but I also 
thought you would not come to New Orleans. Does your friend have red, 
curly hair . " 

"Yes." So it had been his sister! 

They crossed the street and came to the unlocked gate to the 
passageway. Elijah opened it and stepped back, indicating Caroline 
enter . 

"If you worry about your enemies, why is this gateway unlocked?" 
Caroline asked, walking into the passageway. It was dim and cool 
there, but in a moment she walked out into a good-sized courtyard. 

The sun was shining on the upper floors of the surrounding house and 
that lit the patio nicely. There was a fountain, plants and assorted 
chairs at small tables. 

"We have people we do business with, and other trusted vampires have 
access, " Elijah explained. Unfortunately, he and his siblings really 
did not know who to trust. Klaus had actually left the city with 
Haley and their baby, but they had been unable to abandon the remains 
of the family and they had come back. 

"This is lovely. I've been impressed by the courtyards I've seen." 
From where she stood, she realized that the house was truly quite 
large with two floors above the ground floor. And it surrounded the 
courtyard on three sides, including over the passageway. The fourth 
side was a blank wall, apparently belonging to a different house. 
Above the ground floor, galleries ran outside the various rooms, and 
stairs connected all floors. 

"Come up to the second floor and I shall show you the parlors, " 

Elijah said, hoping his brother would not interrupt them. One never 
knew what Niklaus might say or do. He led the way up the stairway to 
the second floor and gave a tour of rooms that were parlors, the 
dining room, and a study with bookcases. There were many antiques and 
pieces that were newer, but matched in style. 

"The bedrooms are upstairs and the main kitchen is downstairs, " he 



said as they moved to look at a painting. 

"This looks like your brother's signature," Caroline said. "In Mystic 
Falls you said he painted." 

"This is one of his Impressionist pieces. I like it. He often does 
dark, angry ones. Depends on his mood, which is often angry." 

They turned to find a small child standing by the door, her thumb in 
her mouth. 

"Oh my, who is this?" the young woman asked with surprise and a 
smile . 

"My niece Hope. Niklaus and Haley's child," Elijah said, a smile 
coming to his face as the child came to him. When she lifted up her 
arms, he picked her up and against his chest. She snuggled her head 
against his neck and peeked out at Caroline. 

"What a darling." She found it amazing that the two supernaturals had 
produced such a lovely, normal child. 

"She is that, " he agreed. He made no attempt to remove the thumb from 
Hope's mouth. She was used to having it, or a pacifier, in her mouth 
because it kept her quiet, something that was a true life-saver when 
there was danger lurking. She was otherwise quite a talker. She had 
some witching powers, which was a serious concern because she had no 
real control. 

"CeeCee gone, " Hope said, taking out the thumb long enough to 
speak . 

"Gone where?" Elijah asked, knowing CeeCee was the Af rican-American 
woman who usually acted as nanny to the child when Hope was in the 
residence . 

"Went away with a man. She was afraid." 

"What? When did this happen, Hope?" Elijah asked, alarmed. What man 
had come into the house? There were vampires at the house, remnants 
of Niklaus' "army," but they did not come upstairs. 

"Now, " the child informed him and she pointed toward the 
door . 

Elijah moved to the door that opened onto the outside gallery. He 
looked around and saw nothing. Putting the child down, he said to the 
woman, "Stay here with Hope. I need to see what has happened. Hope, 
stay with this lady." 

He then took out his phone and speed-dialed Haley as he left the 
room . 

_A/N What is going on in the house that is supposed to be safe? 
Something. Thanks for reading, guys!_ 


End 
f lie . 



